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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
CORRESPONDENCE 

FOR ARMENIAN ORPHANS 

The Near-East Relief (i Madison Avenue, New York) 
asks us to print the following poem in behalf of thousands 
of unhappy waifs of war: 

ARMENIAN FIELDS 

Suffer little children to come unto me ... . 
O Christ, they come, 
Suffering nakedly, 
Starved and dumb. 

Feebly they crawl across the earth's green breast 

Seeking her grass, 

Till all is brown and bleak 

Where they pass. 

(Earth, kind Earth, must your breasts run dry? 

How can you bear 

To feel the mouths close-pressing 

In despair?) 

Of such is the kingdom of heaven .... 

And yet they lie 

Piled in the sterile fields, 

Glad to die, 

Glad to die. 

Louise Ayres Garnett 

THE LATER YEATS 

The following paragraph, apropos of A Prayer for my 
Daughter, is part of a letter from a distinguished poet : 

The new Yeats poem is a beauty! He is the one supreme artist 
writing in English today. I am always awed by the sharp per- 
fection and immediate honesty of every pown of his. This is 

[288] 



The Later Yeats 



especially true of his work of the last few years. It seems far finer 
to me than the soft gray-blue poems of the earlier Yeats. I cannot 
understand for the life of me why the critics have not given 
The Wild Sioans of Coole a more generous reception. Not one in 
America really caught the full measure of its beauty. Louis 
Untermeyer and Marguerite Wilkinson were the most favorable, 
but even they were somewhat regretful and explanatory. Why? 
What more could you want than the perfection of music, the 
economy, the terrible honesty of these lyrics? They are as casual 
and as cruel as life itself, and if they are disillusioned they com- 
pensate us by flashes of radiant new loveliness, and a richness of 
experience that no -other poet could share with us. Yeats doesn't 
write for an audience, thank heaven! He is aloof enough and 
arrogant enough to be able to speak of himself without remembering 
that we are listening. We were talking to his father recently in 
New York. He was giving me advice about the one needful thing 
for a poet. He quoted three words, I think they are from Lear: 
"Ripeness is all." Isn't that something that his son would have 
liked? 

Mr. Yeats will arrive in New York this month for a brief 

lecture-tour, arranged by the Pond Lyceum Bureau. 

NOTES 

Mr. Carl Sandburg, of Chicago, has been well known to our 
readers since his first group, Chicago Poems, initiated the Levin- 
son Prize in 1914. His two books are published by Henry Holt 
& Co., the second, Cornhuskers, in 1918. 

Miss Grace Fallow Norton, of New York but now in France, 
has published four books of verse through the Houghton-Mifflin Co. 

Mr. Alfred Kreymborg, of New York is the author of Mush- 
rooms (John Marshall Co.) and Six Plays for Poem-mimes. 

Mr. John V. A. Weaver is a Chicago poet and journalist 

Helen Birch-Bartlett (Mrs. F. C. Bartlett), is a Chicago poet 
and musician, resident this winter in New York. 

Mr. Allan Updegraff, of New York, now with The Literary 
Digest, is the author of that witty novel, The Revellers. 

The following poets are new to the readers of Poetry, and have 
not yet published a volume: Mr. David Morton, of Louisville, 
Ky.; Eufina C. Tompkins, an associate editor of the San Fran- 
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